98               AFTER    THESE    MANY    QUESTS
I had no regrets, nothing but joy in my heart at the prospect of leaving India. No regrets? Perhaps one, namely that I had seen so little of the country. It amazed me that so many Europeans were content to live in Bombay year after year, going to and from the office and the Gymkhana, as ignorant of Benares, Calcutta, Delhi and Madras as if they had never stirred from England.
Between bouts of illness I was given a few weeks' sick leave. I horrified office colleagues by proposing to visit Delhi, Agra and Simla, instead—as they suggested—of going to the local hill station of Nasik to play golf.
Nevertheless I carried out this project, and obtained a free ticket to Agra from the G.I.P. Railway by promising to write a guide to Agra and the deserted Moghul city of Fatehpur Sikri. As I lay in bed the half-developed film of my mind carried a few lasting images of enduring beauty and faded glory, limned in the haze of heat and squalor. The Taj Mahal at sunrise, a picture of elegance and purity by the black Jumna—like a lily-white maiden in symmetry and pristine grace; the great courtyard among the red palaces of Fatehpur Sikri where Akbar played his human chess; the clustering deodars and the mighty, spangled valleys of Simla. But there was no sound track on it yet, no "call of the East" for me. The song in my heart was "Put me somewhere west of Suez." How could I guess that something besides bacteria had entered my blood, that in years to come I should dream of Bombay, that I should eventually return to it as to a home-coming?
I duly wrote the guide-book, which was an agglomeration of my own descriptive efforts and those of a number of previous authors who had also attempted the impossible task of doing justice to ethereal beauty in architecture. The unknown Moghul artists, who carved marble like lace and poised faery battlements and minarets on the skyline, made the pen a clumsy tool. Florid writing seemed inevitable, but wealth of adjectives still could not equal the lavish display of wealth with which imagination played. This guide-book, which I have before me today, says : " The audience hall of the city of Shahjahanabad was roofed with silver, and the
throne.   Standing  On   fivp   f^pt.  Cif soliH   ovilrl   e^f   nrrmnrl   witli